Poo 


IF 


* W 8 8 * rn * * o a " I 0 g 1 N * "Py : k wh 44 2 * 9 
2 5 if | - PF R Ft es * 
ww. ME, 0 4 * \ — 
: -* a 0 l 2 1 Fa 4 
— 0 f 5 : 
. x 0 5 
* 
9 : p a - : 
p : Et *4 + 
. * 0 ” 


NELSON'S TRIUMPH; | 
- THE BATTLE OF THE NILE: 


4 POEM 


WILLIAM THOMAS FITZ GERALD, ESQ. 


—S$SEPTEM GEMINI TURBANT TREPIDA OSTIA NIL1| 
| | | Virg. JEneid, Lib. 6. 


LONDON: © 


PRINTED FOR JOHN STOCKDALE, PICCADILLY, 


| {PRICE ONE SHILLING. ] 


\ 
6. ; . 
** — n 1 
* 8 * "cn, 1 


* Yau 4 EY) 
Ee ne ant 


XS 


\ 


4 


THE following little "ON is not wholly 1. new 10 the 
Public : : a ſmall part of it ( written originally for Recitation ) 
appeared i in the Gentleman's Magazine, ſoon after the News ar- 
rived 9 the glorious Event it attempts to commemorate. The 
Author having augmented it with very confiderable Additions, has 
been Nattered into the opinion that it will not be entirely unworthy | 
Public Notice, in its preſent ape the Subject certainly is nat 


exhauſted, however r ne may have treated it. 


NELSON'S TRIUMPH ; 


OR, 


THE BATTLE OF THE NILE. 


 —SEPTEM GEMINI TURBANT TREPIDA OSTIA NILII 


— 


| THE Penſive Muſe beholds with tearful eyes, 
Thy renin, fair Italy! the Plund'rer' S Prize 

No ſounds are heard from Tiber to the Po, 

But the fad wailings of a People's woe. 

+ 1 PFrance, 


6 
France, with a rage khan ATTILA' 8 more dire! 
Conſumes thy palaces with bagh/rous fire; 
Al that compos'd of ancient Rome the grace, 
Ferocious armies pillage, or deface ; 
They ſpare nor monument, nor ſacred fanc, 
And Lzo's ſplendid labours, all are vain! 
Painting, 3 in terror quits her lov'd retreat, 
And PRI DIAS art is trampled under feet. 
The vine no mare its ripen'd treaſure yields, 
And barren plains ſucceed to . fields! 
Like Puan AO 8 plague, where Gallic bands z appear, | 
They blight the happy proſpects of the year; Is 
Deſtroy the ſtandard of all Europe 8 taſte, 


And make the garden. of the world a waſte— 1 
js" T- LE  Fiends! 


Fiends ! inks obedient to their tyrants” ads: 
Profane the altars of the living GOD! 
And with a fury, like their purpoſe tell, 
Make of an earthly Paradiſe a Hell. 


But ſurely Heav'n will hear the ſuff rers prayer, 


And make the Spoiler in his turn'deſpair; | 1 
The Widow" 8 anguiſh and the Orphan's . | N 
Will yet be heard, and regiſter don big; | 


While the deep groanings of a ruin d land, 


Froveke the 8 of th Arurchrv 8 hand 1 


Now ſhall the Muſe the modern Huns purſue, wad 
As Latium's ſhores receded from the view; + - 
Where 


Where ravag d lu no longer could abind, 

A freſh temptation to the Conqueror 8 ford. 
When Gallia's Chief, with Randards dy d in gore, 
T hirſting for plunder ſought the Egyptian ſhore ” 
Italia's curſes wafted on the wind, 

In deep low murmurs harrow d up as mind. 

| To that proud . for deeds heroic known, 
Where jealous Honour fix d her poliſh'd throne; 
And with the panoply of | Faith array'd, | 

The ſpotleſs banner of her Knights diſplay'd! 
The blood-ſtain'd Chieftain bends his gloomy way, 


And marks illuſtrious Malta for his prey. 

But fare that race of heroes muſt deride, 

The threats of France, and BUONAPARTE 8 pride; 
Their 


Their ſea · girt ramparts hoſtile arms defy, 
When Glory calls to conquer, or to die! Af 
Was ſuch their conduct? Truth, alas! records, 2 
That Knighthood's laurel wither'd on their fwords: 1 
Malta ! for ever mourn thy Honour s loſs, 
That to the Infidel betray'd the Croſs, 


And, at the Gallic Atheifi's tern decree, - LY 
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By Conqueſt fatter'd, and with Pride elate, of 13 


Onward he fails, as if ſecure of Fate 
Afric beheld his Plund ring bands advance, TRL 


And wept, in in tears of blood, the crimes of Binde ; 
The Seat of PToLEMY now owns His ſway; ” * | 


While bis proud fleet poſſeſs d of Nilus Bay, 
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HH [ Seem'd to de howling Tempeſt's blaſt; {47 
| With Rapine' 8 colours ſtreaming from the maſt] 
The curſe of Italy. from Egypt's ſtrand, 
Sends forth * locuſts to conſume the land. 
Amidſt his mofhnidons he proudly ſtood, 
i Prophet | of Anarchy 1; array'd in blood! 
endes they bend obedient to his nod, 
This Man of Slaughter deems himſelf a God! 
His fleet ſurveying from the Afric ſhore, 
While minions flatter, and while fools adore. 
But, impious mortal | all thy hopes are Vain, 
To wield the fov' reign trident of the main; 15 
For ſoon BRITANNIA' 8 gallant thips appear, 


| Their courſe the Avenging Angel ſeem'd to FT 
| That 


3 
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T hat awful Pow rl whach: frantic Gaul denied, 
Sent fay'ri ring gales, and ſmooth'd th obedient tide; 
In ev'ry breaſt heroic ardour glows, FOG 

The nearer they approach their country's foes: bat: 
The view before them Glory. or Defeat 
The laſt, a ſtranger to the Britiſh fleet! 

| But here the Muſe muſt pauſe—for where' 8 the * 
Cha trace the actions of thoſe godlike masse Us 
Deſeribe the horrors of that awful nicht. 
Or tell how Britons for their country fight? 
Tune firſt bold Prow, by envious Fortune croſs 
Grounds as ſhe leads, and abc glory] t 


But her large honours 8, ee 1 
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0 s attack, like the dread lightning s blalt! 


Rends the proud hull, and fj plits the tow ri ring maſt, 
Whole ſheets of flame on Gallia 8 hoſt are div n, 


And Vengeance thunders to approving Heavn! 


That 1 impious race, who dar' d deny their God, 


Now feel the ſcourge of his avenging rod; 


Mad from deſpair they plunge into the wave, 
And ſeek the refuge of a vat ry grave. 


One tow' ring ſhip, the Gallic Adm'ral's boaſt | 
1 Enwrapt 3 in flames illumines all the coaſt ; 
A blazing Pharos, it appear'd to be,. c 
Emerging from the boſom of the ſea! 
Till with a blaſt, which ſeem d to rend the ſkies, 
” The * bulwark into atoms flies 1 


e.- 


A dreadful 


A dreadful wreck! that covers half the flood, 
And dyes thy waters, Nile, with Gallic > blood 
An awful ſilence ſtills the lurid air, 5 
5 And Horror checks the howlings of —_ 
The Foe, now finding all reſiſtance vain, 
Struck his proud flag, and yielded up the Main ; 5 
While Arabs, witneſs of the Gaul's defeat, 
With ſhouts of triumph hail the Britiſh fleet | 
As long as Feypt 8 Pyramids ſhall ſtand, 
Long as the Nile ſhall fertilize her land ; 
So long the voice of never-dying Fame, + 


Shall add to e glory Viso 8 name! 


Britons, when Fate has laid the aut low, 


Admire the 3 af their deadlief | 
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And Gaul's brave Adm' ak claims their juſt applauſe, 


Whoſe death was worthy of a better cauſe | 


But Nrrsox, augritian of a rival's 3 fame, - 


Shall vindicate the injur'd warrior's name. 


By billows Cover d many a fathom deep, 
Some victors mingled with the vanquiſh'd ſleep 


In Glory's bed! beneath the heaving wave, 


The naval hero's honourable grave | 


There, ſhrin d 3 in honour, gallant Wrercorr ä 
His manes hallow'd by a nation 8 ſighs [ 


1 Sighs | that more dignify his facred duſt, 


Than D epitaph, or ſculptur' d buſt ; 


* In the intercepted Correſpondence from Fevpt fee a moſt unge- 


nerous infinuation, made by Buonaparte, i Adrairal ** ſor 
remaining in the Bay of Aboukir. 


Oft 


15 : 5 805 2 
Ort, with an honeſt þ pride; ſhall Britons tell, 
Who, on that day of triumph, nobly el; 

And faithful to their country's s fair renown, a | 
Add one more trophy to her naval crown, 
While Fame adorning the Hiſtoric Page, 
Tranſmits his Name to Time's remoteſt Age! 


For you BnITANNIA“'s ſorrow and her boaſt- 
Doom d never more to ſee your native coaſt; 
No more to gaze upon your children 8 face, 

Nor feel the rapture of a wife 8. embrace * 
For you, brave ſpirits | who reſign d your breath, 
And purchas' d victory with glorious death; „ 


7 Your country conſecrates your wat ry bier, 


And 'midft her triumphs * a grateful tear! 5 
With 
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With laurel decks the grave, or binds the head, 
Of victors living, or of heroes dead | ny 
Nor doth the meed of praiſe alone excicnad; 

But to the warrior's offepring is the friend; 
Takes to her care the akon of his OTE 
And robs the ſhaft of death of half its ſmart. . 


FINIS. 
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